112   SAVES THE VESSEL FROM SHIPWRECK.

the Irish coast. Cork was the port, we were
bonne! for: and the Lecwder being1 a line sailing
ship, was far a-head of our heavy transport, and
with the help of glasses, our mariners easily saw
her making* all the sail slsc could into the harbour,
leaving us exposed on that dangerous coast,, to a
foul wind, hazy weather,, and a rolling sea. Our
silly captain fretted, and in short, did not know
what course to follow; but said if yonr father
approved it., the ship should be put about, and
we would try to make Kinsale. The proposal was
readily agreed to, our situation now becoming'
very serious* A signal being made for a pilot,
one soon came on board, and your dear father
took me on deck, to observe how curiously the
vessel would be navigated, in the narrowest chan-
nel I ever beheld. The Old Head of Kinsale, ai
most tremendous jutting-out rock, was at the
mouth of the Inrbour, and we should have* run
far within it, but we were so unfortunate as to
have a pilot so besotted, he did not take sufficient
notice of what he was doing, and brought the
ship to, just abreast of this frightful place: how-
ever, our anchor got pretty good hold, and satisfied
by the Irishman's assurance of our safety, we
resigned ourselves to remaining on board that
night, it being too boisterous to venture* a boat
out; and though we concluded the ship was in
good anchorage, I could not help observing, she
rolled more violently than I ever experienced in